n          JUXO AND THE PAYCOCK

him out o' the world to bring him to his
grave!

MARY. It would be better for you not to go
at all, Mrs. Tancred, but to stay at home beside
the fire with some o' the neighbours.

MRS, TAXCRED. I seen the first of him, an1
I'll see the last of him.

MRS. BOYLE. You'd want a shawl, Mrs.
Tancred; it's a cowld night, an* the win's
blowin* sharp.

MRS. MADIGAN (rushing out). I've a shawl
above.

MRS. TANCRED. Me home is gone, now; he
was me only child, an' to think that he was
lyin' for a whole night stretched out on the
side of a lonely counthry lane, with his head,
his darlin' head, that I ofen kissed an' fondled,
half hidden in the wather of a runnin* brook.
An* I'm told he was the leadher of the ambush
where me nex' door neighbour, Mrs. Manning
lost her Free State soldier son. An* now here's
the two of us ouP women, standin* one on each
side of a scales o* sorra, balanced be the bodies
of our two dead darlin' sons. (MRS. MADIGAN
returns^ and wraps a shawl around her?) God
bless you, Mrs. Madigan. . . . (She moves
slowly towards the door) Mother o* God, Mother
o* God, have pity on the pair of us! , . .
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